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Then from thy firm self never swerve;

Tears fat the grief that they should sterve;

Iron decrees of Destiny                                        15

Are ne'er wip'd out with a wet eye.

But this way you may gain the field.

Oppose but sorrow, and 'twill yield;

One gallant thorough-made resolve

Doth starry influence dissolve.                             20

AN ELEGY

ON THE DEATH  OF MISTRESS  CASSANDRA  COTTON,
ONLY SISTER TO MR.   CHARLES]   COTTON

HITHER with hallow5d steps as is the ground

That must enshrine this saint, with looks profound,,

And sad aspects as the dark veils you wear,

Virgins oppressed, draw gently, gently near;

Enter the dismal chancel of this room:                          5

Where each pale guest stands fix'd a living tomb,

With trembling hands help to remove this earth

To its last death and first victorious birth:

Let gums and incense fume who are at strife

To enter th* hearse and breathe in it new life;              ro

Mingle your steps with flowers as you go,

Which as they haste to fade will speak your woe.

And when y' have plac'd your tapers on her urn,
How poor a tribute 'tis to weep and mourn I
That flood the channel of your eyelids fills,                  15

When you lose trifles, or what Js less, your wills.
If you }11 be worthy of these obsequies,
Be blind unto the world, and drop your eyes;
Waste and consume, burn downward as this fire
That Js fed no more, so willingly expire;                      20

Pass through the cold and obscure narrow way,
Then light your torches at the spring of day,
There with her triumph in your victory.
Such joy alone and such solemnity
Becomes this funeral of virginity.                               25